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ideas into facts. It is a great mountain of letters, and those of British origin vastly outnumber all the others put together, though we are carrying for all Europe. So long as these mail-bags multiply, we need not fear for the ties of sentiment. For hours I stood watching under the flare of the searchlight at Port Said, while Arab coolies worked like ants at the great heaps of Christmas greetings for Australia and New Zealand, which pass from white man to white man through innumerable brown and black hands. Nothing in the working of the ship quite touches you as this business of handling the mails on a night when the stars are up and the line of coolies is seen in silhouette against the ship's flare.
Travellers are proverbially grumblers, and I suppose to the end of time they will go on complaining. I can only say, as a stay-at-home, that I have never imagined